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7 Fit fork af 

Ran fearcfully among the trembling reedes, 

Ami hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke, 

Bloud-ftained with thefe valiant combatans, 

Neuer did bare and rotten policy 

Colour lier working with fuch deadly wounds, 

Nor neuer could the n oble 'Hlfonimcr ; i' 

Rcceiuefo many, and all'wiSfignly? 

Then let not him be Handered- with reuoit. 

King. Thou doit bely him Percy, thou dolt bely him, 
Heneuer did encounter with'Gfendower, 

I tell thee, he durft as: Wtil iraue m.ct the Diucil alone. 

As Owen Cjier.do-xer for an eheiByv - s < • ' - 

Art thou not alham’d? but firn-yheneeferth 

Let me not hears you fpeake ofcJMmimer, , ,, 

Send me your prilbners with-rhe.fpdedielt meanes, 

Or you fhall hcare iri4wh<a’kitwj Prom me, 

As will difpleafe-you. M-y Lord Nortimniherland, 

We licence your departure witlvyour fonrie, 

Send vs your p ri foners ; o‘f y o u'w 1 1 1 h ea re of it. Exit King 

Plot. And if thediuelicotne anchroarefor them- 
I will net fend thffn- ; 1 Willcifte-r'flraiighi 
And tell him Twill ebfe my heart- 
Albeit l make a hazard bfmy head. 

Non. What? drunice with choler? Hay and piufe a while, 
Here comes yotir vncla. . 

Hot. Speakeofc JMortimer^ ; 

Zounds I will fpeake of him, and letmyfouio * .... 

Waptmerc.y if i do notioync withhife : 

Yea on his part, lie empty aM thefe vcihes. < 

And fhead my deare bioud.drwp by drepi-th-tfttflv ’ o? • v . 
But I will lift the downc-trod Mortimer-* 

As. high in ’ill avrcaluhii-vnthsnkftdlkHitrJ 
As this ingrate and cankred 

Nor+ Brother the King hath made you r Nephew mad. 

Wor. Who ftrookedns heate vp afrcM vvas gonc? 

Hot. lie will forfoothhaue ail my prifoners: 

And when I vrg'd the ranforne once againe 
Of my wines brother, then his clieeke lookt pale, ■ 
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Henry the fourth, 

And on my face he turn cl an eye of death, 

Trembling cuen at the name of Mortimer. 

Wor. I cannot blame him, was not be procliamd 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blond? 

Nor. He was; 1 heard the proclamation, 

And then it was, when the vnbappy King, 

( Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did let forth 
V pon his Irifli expedition ; 

From whence he intercepted, did returne 
To be depos’d and fhortly murdered. _ 

- Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide-mouth, 
Liu; fcandaliz’d and fouly fpoken off. 

Hot. But foft 1 pray you, did King then 

Proclame my brother Mortimer, 

Heire to the crowne? 

Nor. He did, my felfcdid lieare it. 

Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his coofin King, 

That wifht him on the barren moimtaines ftarue. 

Bu : inall it be that y on that fet the crowne 
Vp on the head ofthisforgetfull-man, 

And for his fake wearc the deteibed blot 
Of murtherous tubornation? lLtall it be 
Thatyou a world ofeurfes vndergo, 

Being the agents, or bafefecond meanes, 

The cordcs, theladdar, or the hangman rather? 

0 pardon if that I defeend fo low, 

To fhew the line and the predicament, 

Wherein you range voder this fubtil King. 

Shall it for fhame be fpoken in thefe dayes, 

Or fill vpcronicles in time to come, 

1 liatmen of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an vniufl bchalfe, 

(As both ofyou God pardon it, iiaue dope) 

Toputdownc Richard thatfvveedouelyRofe, 

And pianttms t hor n e r _this-cankcr^«///;2(7Ao^. ? 

And fiiai! itin more fhame be further fpoken, 

I hat you arc fool’d, discarded, and ihooke off 
y Jum,for whom thefe lliames ye vnder-i 
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